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WilFs Cofee-house, August 24.

THE author of the ensuing letter, by his name, and the
quotations he makes from the ancients, seems a sort of
spy from the old world, whom we moderns ought to be care-
ful of offending; therefore I must be free, and own it a fair
hit where he takes me, rather than disoblige him.

"SIR, Having a peculiar humour of desiring to be some-
what the better or wiser for what I read, I am always uneasy
when, in any profound writer (for I read no others) I
happen to meet with what I cannot understand. When this
falls put, it is a great grievance to me that I am not able to
consult the author himself about his meaning; for com-
mentators are a sect that has little share in my esteem.
Your elaborate writings have, among many others, this ad-
vantage, that their author is still alive, and ready (as his
extensive charity makes us expect) to explain whatever may
be found in them too sublime for vulgar understandings.
This, Sir, makes me presume to ask you, how the Hamp-
stead hero's character could be perfectly new1 when the last

1 In No. 57 of "The Tatler" Steele wrote: "Letters from Hamp-
stead say, there is a coxcomb arrived there, of a kind which is utterly
new. The fellow has courage, which he takes himself to be obliged to
give proofs of every hour he lives. He is ever fighting with the men,
and contradicting the women. A lady, who sent him to me, super-
scribed him with this description out of Suckling:

" * I am a man of war and might,
And know thus much, that I can fight,
Whether I am i3 th' wrong or right,
Devoutly.